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95 . L. M. PlEBPONT. 

Universal worship, 

1 f\ THOU, to whom, in ancient time. 

The lyre of Hebrew bards was strung. 
Whom kings adored in song sublime, 
And prophets praised with glowing tongue ! 

2 Not now on Zion's height alone 
Thy favoured worshiper may dwell. 
Nor where, at sultry noon, thy Son 
Sat weary by the patriarch's well. 

3 From every place below the skies. 
The grateful song, the fervent prayer. 
The incense of the heart, may rise 
To heaven, and find acceptance there. 

4 To thee shall age, with snowy hair, 
And strength and beauty, bend the knee, 
And childhood lisp, with reverent air. 
Its praises and its prayers to thee. 

5 O Thou, to whom, in ancient time. 
The lyre of prophet bards was strung 1 
To thee, at last, in every clime 

Shall temples rise, and praise be sung. 

96. L.M. H.H.M. 

Continuai praise to God. 

1 T1/"E bless thee. Lord ! — the matin skies 
Shall see our altar's incense rise, 

3c 



70 HYMNS AND PSALMS. 

^The fragrance of the morning air 
Shall mingle with the breath of prayer, — 

2 And the first sound o'er earth and sea 
Shall be the hymn of praise to thee I 
We bless thee. Lord! the mid-day sun 
Our orisons shall look upon. 

3 Amid the world's contending tide. 
Our willing hearts shall turn aside 

To worship thee — as He hath taught, 
Who often such communion sought. 

4 We bless thee, LordI the sunset dyes 
Shall gild our evening sacrifice. 

And night shall only close us o'er, 
That we may bless thy goodness more* 

5 So shall each day successive be 
One long continued thought of thee ; 
The light of peace around us shed. 
And heaven begun ere life is fled, 

97* P' M. BowRix^. 

SpiriHud worship, 

1 Ty HEN before thy throne we kneel. 
Filled with awe and holy fear. 
Teach us, O our God, to feel 

All thy sacred presence near : 
Check each proud and wandering thought 

When on thy great name we call ; 
Man is nought — is less than nought ; 
Thou our God, art all in all. 
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2 Weak, imperfect creatures, we 

In this vale of darkness dwell ; 
Yet presume to look to thee 

'Midst thy light ineffable : 
Oh ! forgive the praise that dares 

Seek thy heaven-exalted throne ; 
Bless our offerings, hear our prayers, 

Infinite and Holy One ! 

98. CM. Bo WRING. 

Sincere worship, 

1 npHE ofierings to thy throne which rise. 
Of mingled praise and prayer. 
Are but a worthless sacrifice 
Unless the heart is there. 

*J Upon thy all-discerning ear 
Let no vain words intrude ; 
No tribute — but the vow sincere, — 
The tribute of the good. 

3 My offerings will indeed be blest. 

If sanctified by thee ; 
If thy pure spirit touch my heart 
With its own purity. 

4 O may that spirit warm my heart 

To piety and love ; 
And to life's lowly vale impart 
Some lays from heaveu above. 

3C2 
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•99. C.M. Mrs. Hornblow£b. 

Forgetting Gon^ 

1 TTS who Upon the world's vain shore^ 

O LoBD I forgetteth thee> 
Soon shall his dangerous race be o'er^ 
Fatal his course shall be. 

2 The heart that tumeth cold from thee^ — 

Thy great and glorious power. 
That feareth not thy mnjesty. 
Nor doth thy love adore : 

3 That heart is dead, though warm in life. 

Is dark 'mid heaven's own light ; 
Passions of earth there hold their strife 
And shroud the soul in night. 

4 Then pause in time, a moment pause. 

And ask if on thy soul 
Are graven deep God's holy laws. 
And felt his blest control. 

5 Pray, in thy helplessness and trust, 

A Father's love will hear. 
And raise the perished heart from dust. 
To worship in his fear. 

1 00 . L. M. Bryant. 

« The earth is full of thy riches.** 

1 A LMIGHTY 1 listen whUe we raise 

Our hymn of thankfulness and praise. 
That thou hast given our erring race 
So bright, so fair a dwelling place : — 
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2 That when this orb of sea and land 
Was moulded in thy forming hand. 
Thy smile a beam of heaven impressed 
In beauty, on its ample breast : — 

3 And raised the hills, and sunk between 
The vale's de^p pathway, broad and green. 
And stretched the plain to where the sky 
Stoops and shuts in the exploring eye : — 

4 Made firm the soil for tread of feet ; 
Gave pleasant shades and waters sweet. 
And fanning aire, and freshening showers. 
And sprinkled earth with fruits and flowers. 

5 LoBD I teach us, while the unsated gaze> 
Delighted, on thy works delays. 

To deem the forms of beauty here 
But shadows, of a brighter sphere. 

101 . P. M. BOWRING, 
God m love. 

1 {t^^ ^ Love : his mercy brightens 

All the path in which we rove; 
Bliss he wakes, and woe he lightens ; 
God is wisdom. Gob is love. 

2 Chance and change are busy ever ;. 
Man decays, and ages move ; 

But his mercy waneth never ; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

3 Even the hour that darkest seemetb. 
Will bb changeless goodness prove ; 

3C3 
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From the mist his brightness streameth ; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

4 He with earthly cares entwineth 
Hope and comfort from above : 
Every where his glory shineth ; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

102. L.M. Anon. 

Every thing dedcarea thai Goo U good, 

1 OUR God is good I each perfumed flower. 

The smiling fields, the dark green wood. 
The insect fluttering for an hour, — 
All things proclaim that " GoD is good." 

2 Each little rill, which many a year 
Has the same verdant course pursued. 
And every bird, in accents clear. 
Join in the song that ^^ GoD is good." 

3 The countless hosts of twinkling stars 
Which e'en the keenest sight elude. 
The rising sun each day declares. 

In rays of light, that " GoD is good." 

4 The restless sea, with haughty roar. 
Calms each wild wave and billow rude; 
Betreats submissive from the shore, 
And joins the chorus, " God is good." 

5 The moon, that walks in brightness, says 
That " God is good," — and man, endued 
With power to speak his Maker's praise, 
Should loudly echo '^ God is good." 
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103, P.M. Mrs. Jevons. 

£irth and miasion of Christ, 

^ LET your mingling Toices rise. 
In grateful rapture to the skies^ 

And hail a Saviour's birth ; 
Let songs of joy the day proclaim. 
When sent in love Messiah came 

To bless the sons of earth. 

He came to bid the weary rest, 
To heal the sinner's wounded breast. 

To bind the broken heart ; 
To spread the light of truth around. 
And to the world's remotest bound. 

The heavenly gift impart. 

He came our trembling souls to save 
From sin, irom sorrow and the grave. 

And chase our fears away ; 
Victorious over death and time 
To lead us to a happier clime 

Where reigns eternal day. 

Then let your mingling voices rise 
In grateful rapture to the skies, 

And hail a Saviour's birth ; 
Let songs of joy the day proclaim. 
When sent in love Messiah came 

To bless the sons of earth. 
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1 04 . L. M. BUTCHEB. 

Baptism of Jesus, 

1 AS up from Jordan's saored stream^ 

Baptized by John^ the Saviour came^ 
Celestial splendors round him spread^ 
And hover, dove-like, o'er his head. 

2 Thus was his sacred mission sealed. 
His Father's love to man revealed ; 
The opening cloud, the solemn voice. 
Attest him 6oD*s peculiar choice* 

3 The Sent of God let all revere. 
His precepts keep with holy fear. 
He comes in God his Father's name. 
Peace and salvation to proclaim, 

4 Wide as the world from pole to pole. 
Bid the soul-cheering tidings roll ; 
Till all the sons of men obey, 

The Saviour's mild and gentle sway* 

1 05 • L. M* BUSSELL. 

'* Thai ye, through his poverty, might be richj* 

« 

1 Q'ER the dark wave of Galilee 

The gloom of twilight gathers fast. 
And on the waters drearily 
Descends the fitful evening blast* 

2 The weary bird hath left the air. 
And sunk into his sheltered nest ; 

The wandering beast has sought his lair. 
And laid him down to welcome rest* 
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3 Still, near the lake, with weary tread. 
Lingers a form of human kind ; 
And on his lone, unsheltered head 
Flows the chill night-damp of the wind. 

4 Why seeks he not a home of rest ? 
Why seeks he not a pillowed bed ? 
Beasts have their dens, the bird its nest ; 
He hath not where to lay his head. 

6 Such was the lot he freely chose, 
To bless, to save the human race ; 
And through his poverty there flows 
A rich, full stream of heavenly grace. 

106. P.M. BULFINCH. 
** He hath healed our iickneasesj'* 

1 "liy ITH feeble pulse, and limbs whose power 

Had sunk tnrough many a painful hour. 

The paralytic lay ; 
He heard of signs by Jesus wrought. 
And to his couch the tidings brought 

A gleam of cheerful day. 

2 Hope came, and faith, though oft her wing 
Had soared in vain, dare upward spring 

To greet the rescue nigh; 
In vain the throng oppose the way. 
His faithful guides their burden lay 

Before the Saviour's eye. 

3 Thus may we. Father, in each grief. 
Of thy rich mercy seek relief. 

And never seek in vain ; 



78 HYMNS AND PSALMa 

And thus^ when conscience wounded lies^ 
Oh ! bid the penitent arise 
To life and strength again. 

10/. P.M. Hugh HuTTON. 

Gospel invitation, 

XT ARK! our Father's voice inviting, 

In the Gospel calls us home I 
Age with youth their hopes uniting, 
Let us at his bidding come ! 

2 Fellow heirs of one salvation 

Let one spirit rule each breast ; 
Jesus points our destination. 
Him we follow to our rest ! 



108. P.M. Montgomery. 

*< All nationt shaU call him blatsed." 

TT AIL to the Lord's anointed ! 
Great David's greater son ! 
Hail in the time appointed. 



1 



His reign on earth begun I 
He comes to break oppression. 

To set the captive free. 
To take away transgression, 

And rule in equity. 

He shall come down like showers 
Upon the fruitful earth ; 

And joy and hope, like flowers. 
Spring in his path to birth. 
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Before him^ on the mountains. 

Shall peace, the herald, go, 
And righteousness, in fountains. 

From hill to valley flow. 

3 For him shall thanks unceasing 

To thee our Grod ascend ; 
His kingdom still increasing, 

A kingdom without end. 
The mountwi dew shall nourish 

A seed in weakness sown. 
Whose fruit shall spread and flourish 

And shake like Lebanon* 

4 For he shall have dominion 

O'er river, sea, and shore. 
Far as the eagle's pinion. 

Or dove's light wing can soar. 
The tide of time shall never 

His covenant remove : 
His name shall stand for ever; 

That name to us is love. 

109 • L. M. ExETEB New CoLLECTioir. 

Jhrenaefor the Bhttingt given through Juut. 

1 TTO God, of every good the spring. 

The tribute of your praises bring. 
For grace and truth through Jesus given, 
Mercy, and peace, and hopes of heaven. 

2 Grateful the joyous news proclaim. 
Salvation is in Jesus' name; 
Salvation — shout the glorious sound. 
Proclaim it to the world around. 
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3 Tell every fearful trembling soul, 

That gospel grace will make him whole ; 
Invite the weary poor to come ; 
At Jesus' feast there still is roioip. 

4 Jesus — that name shall calm their fears. 
Dispel their dojabts and dry their tears. 
Shall ease the anxious throbbing breast. 
And give the weary mourner rest. 

5 Jesus — our Prophet, Saviour, King, — 
Foi: Jesus, grateful praise we bring 

To thee from whom his blessings m)w'd, 
To thee, our Father, and our God* 

110. L. M. Bowm^io. 

" Seeing the nudtUudet, he taught them," 

TIOW sweetly flowed the gospel's sound 

Froi;n lips of gentleness and grace. 
When listening thousands gatbered round. 
And joy and reverence filled the place. 

2 From heaven he came, of heaven he spoke. 
To heaven he led his followers' way ; 
Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke, 
Unveiling an immortal day. 

3 'Come, wanderers, to my Father's home. 
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest I ' 
Yes 1 sacred teacher, we will come. 
Obey thee, love thee, and be blest. 

4 Decay then, tenements of dust ! 
Pillars of earthly pride, decay I 
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A nobler mansion waits the just, 
And Jesus has prepared the way. 

111. L. M. Christian Registeb. 

** Let noi your hearts he troubled," 

1 npHE voice of Jesus ! what a cahn. 

When trouble like a torrent rolls ; 
A powerful, soothing, healing balm 
To broken:, contrite, sinking souls. 

2 The voice of Jesus 1 how it charms 
When death removes our dearest friends. 
The tyrant's sting its power disaims. 
And light, and hope, from heaven descends 

3 The voice of Jesus 1 how it cheers 
When memory calls our sins to view ; 
* Father, for^ve,' dispds the feaw 
Which conscience feels severely true. 

4 The voice of Jesus 1 what a light 
It throws around my dark retreat ; 
I bow before the splendor bright. 
And bathe with tears his hallowed feet. 

112. CM.. COWPER. 
** He ateadfaadjf »et his face to go to Jerutaknu* 

1 nnHE Saviour, what a noble flame 
•^ Was kindled in his breast. 
When hasting to Jerusalem, 
His painful course he pressed. 

3d 



82 HYMNS AND PSALMS. 

9 Good-wiU to men, and zeal for God, 
His every thought engross ; 
He goes to be baptized with blood ; 
He goes to meet the cross. 

3 With all his sufferings full in view,^ 

And woes to us unknown, 
Forth to the task his spirit flew ; 
'Twas love that urged him on. 

4 And while his holy sorrows here 

Engage our wondering eyes. 
We learn our lighter cross to bear. 
And hasten to the skies. 

1 1 13 •, P. M. MONTGOMEBT. 
Christ our example in auffering^ 

1 a^ ^ ^^^ Gethsemane, 

Ye that feel the tempter's power: 
Your Bedeemer's conflict see ; 
Watch with him one bitter hour; 
Turn not from his griefs away ; 
Learn of Jesus Christ to pray. 

2 Follow to the judgment-hall ; 
View the Lord of life arraigned ; 
O the wormwood and the gall! 
O the pangs his soul sustained ! 
Shun not suffering, shame, or loss ; 
Learn of him to bear the cross. 

3 Calvary's mournful mountain dimb ; 
There, submissive at his feet. 
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Mark that proof of love sublime. 
Love's own sacrifice complete : 
* It is finished/ hear him cry ; 
Lealm of Jesus Christ to die. 

Early hasten to the tomb» 
Where they laid his breathless clay : 
All is solitude and gloom ; 
Who hath taken him away ? 
Christ is risen ; he seeks the skies : 
Thither learn of him to rise. 



114. P.M. J. E. Wbeford. 

Ckrkf* offmiy and erueifixunu 

T)^HEN my love to Christ grows weak. 

When for warmer faith I seek, — 
Then in thought I go to thee. 
Garden of Gethsemane 1 

2 There I walk amidst the shades, 
While the lingering twilight fades. 
Meet my Saviour, friendless, lone, 
See him weep, and hear him groan. 

3 There I watch the agony, 
^That he underwent for me ; 
And with ardent love confess. 
His was sorrow measureless. 

4 When my love for Christ grows weak. 
When for stronger faith I seek. 

Hill of Calvary I I go 
To thy scenes of fear and woe. 

3 d2 
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5 There with trembling awe I see 
Jesus tortured on the tree. 
Hear the scoffers' savage cries. 
While for them, for me, he dies. 

6 Yes I for me he toiled and bled, 
Bow'd in death his gracious head ; 
And ,to him my soul shall give 
Love and reverence while I liva 

115. L. M. Christian Register. 

The torrowSf joyi, and friends of Christ, 

1 /^HRIST had his sorrows ; — when he shed 

His tears, Jerusalem ! for thee. 
When all his trembling followers fled, 
In his dark hour of agony, 

2 Christ had his sorrows: — so must thou. 
If thou wilt tread the path he trod ; 
Oh then, like him, submissive bow, 
And love the sovereignty of God I 

3 Christ had his joys : — but they were not 
The joys the son of pleasure boasts ; 

Oh no ! 'twas when his spirit sought 
Thy will, thy glory, God of hosts ! 

4 Christ had his joys : ^ and so hath he 
Who feels his spirit in his heart ; 
Who yields, O God, his all to thee. 
And loves thy name for what thou art I 

5 Christ had his friends: — his eye could trace 
In the long train of coming years. 

The chosen children of his grace. 
The full reward of all his tears. 
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t 

116. P.M. Hebeb. 

T%e cross, 

1 J)ESPISED is the Man of grief, 

Bejected and denied belief. 
By them whose sorrows he hath worn, — 
For whom he bears the bitter scorn, 
The shameful robe, the scourge, the thorn. 

2 All we, like sheep, have gone astray. 
And turned aside from wisdom's way : 
But he the path of death hath trod. 
And humbly kissed affliction's rod. 
To lead our stricken souls to God. 

3 O let us cast each vice away. 
Beneath the cross each passion lay; 
With contrite heart and weeping eye. 
Behold the Saviour lifted high,. 
And every sin and folly fly. 

117. S. M. W. Gaskell. 

Christ ^edfor ««. 

1 X^OR US upon the tree, 

^ The man of sorrows died— 
The cross with all its agony. 
And all its shame defied. 

■ 

2 He died that he might break 

The crushing bonds of sin ; 
That we to righteousness might wake> 
And noblest freedom win. 
3d3 
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3 He died that he might give 

The soul-uplifting faith. 
That we an endless life shall live 
Beyond the elouds of death* 

4 He died that he our hearts 

Might draw in cords of love. 
Along the path which peace imparts. 
And leads to bliss above. 

5 Oh, may we all receive 

The good for which he died ; 
To him with loving spirits deave. 
As to a heavenly guide I 

118. CM. Johns. 

Benefits of the death of Chritt, 

1 TT Ad Christ not died, his Father's word 

Had wanted its great seal ; 
And he who came to be our LoBD, 
Had failed to help or heaL 

2 But by that act the truth was shown 

Of all he taught before ; 
The Gospel's reign, the Saviour's throne 
Were fixed for evermore. 

3 By that dread act his depth of love 

For human kind was tried : 
And we were taught our love to prove. 
Like his who for us died. 

4 By that dread act he sealed his faith 

In Him who cleft his tomb ; 
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And nerved lis all to lean in death 
On one who lights its gloom. 

6 May deepening love to him who gave 
Himself for us to die^ 
Lead us to lives that from the grave 
Shall take the victory! 

lly. L.M. Butcher. 

2%e resurrection of Christ, 

1 JJOSANNA ! let us join to sing 

The glories of our rising king, 
Kecount his victories, and tell 
How Jesus triumphed when he fell. 

2 Soon as the morning's earliest ray 
Brings on the third, the appointed day. 
Behold the angel cleave the skies, 
Boll back the stone, and Jesus rise. 

3 With strength immortal forth he comes. 
And power and life from God resumes ; 

• The days of pain and sorrow past. 
His triumph shall for ever last. 

4 Hosannal sons of men, record 
The glories of your rising Lord ; 
The triumphs of the Saviour tell 

Who died, and conquered, when he fell I 

120. P.M. H. Wabe, Jun. 

Easter, 

1 T IFT your glad voices in triumph on high, 
For Jesus hath risen, and man cannot die ; 
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Vain were the terrors that gathered around 
him, 
And short the dominion of death and the 
grave; 
He burst from the fetters of darkness that 
bound him, 
Resplendent in glory, to live and to save. 
Loud was the chorus of angels on high, 
^ The Saviour hath risen, and man shall not 
die!' 

2 Glory to GOD, in full anthem of joy ; 

The being he gave us, death cannot destroy; 
Sad were the life we must part with to- 
morrow. 
If tears were our birthright, and death 
were our end ; 
But Jesus hath cheered the dark valley of 
sorrow. 
And bade us, immortal, to heaven ascend* 
Lift, then, your voices, in triumph, on high. 
For Jesus hath risen, and man shall not die I 

121. P. M. J. R. Wreford. 

The oBcentiotu 

1 GEE the Lord of life ascending 

From a world of toil and care ; 
While angelic choirs attending, 
Waft him through the fields of air. 

2 Joyful now he gains the portals 

Of his Father's bright abode. 
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Heaven and earth and ransomed mortals. 
Sing the ascended Son of God I 

3 O'er the foes of man yictorious. 

Bright rewards to him are given ; 
Love like his, and triumphs glorious. 
Merit all the bliss of heaVen. 

4 Now a crown of glory wearing. 

Gifts for men he still supplies, — 
Mansions of delight preparing 
For his foUowers in the skies. 

122. CM. Hebeb. 

Whitnmday hymn, 

i gPlBiT of truth I on this thy day 
To thee for help we cry, 
To guide us through the dreary way 
Of dark mortality. 

2 We ask not, Lobd I the cloven flame. 

Or tongues of various tone ; 
But long thy praises to proclaim 
With fervour in our own. 

3 We mourn not that prophetic skill 

Is found on earth no more ; 
Enough for us to trace thy will 
In Scripture's sacred lore. 

4 N'o heavenly harpings soothe our ear. 

No mystic dreams we share ; 

Yet hope to feel thy comfort near. 

And bless thee in our prayer. 
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5 When tongues shall cease^ and power decay. 
And knowledge empty prove, 
Do thou thy trembling servants stay 
With faith, with hope, with love, 

1 23, L. M. J, C. Wallace. 

** This is Kfe eUmaV 

1 T^HEE may we know, all-wise, all-good. 

Thee worship — the all-holy One, 
Who wast before earth's mountains stood. 
Or rose in heaven's broad arch the sun. 

2 Framer of myriad worlds above. 

Far in the depths of space thy throne. 
Fountain of light, and life of love, — 
Thee may we know as God alone I 

3 And Him who came to save from woe 

All tribes and tongues through earth's ex- 
tent, 
Jesus the Christ, — him may we know. 
The Prince and Saviour thou hast sent. 

4 Oh may we know him — know the power 
His Gospel to the soul supplies ! 
Think of his cross, his dying hour. 

And see him conquering death, arise ! 

124, L.M. Hugh Hutton. 

Value of the Scripiures, 

1 ^TILL let me love the sacred page. 

Where truths from heaven recorded lie ; 
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That while I tread this mortal stage, 
I may be taught to live and die. 

Still let me bind it to my heart. 
The richest jewel I can wear ; 
That when all other charms depart. 
Its lustre still may sparkle there. 

Father ! thy truth shall be my guide ; 
Thy promises my soul shall cheer ; 
And when by sin or sorrow tried. 
Oh I let thy smile dispel my fear. 

125. CM. BULPINCH. 

Mitsion of the Apoi^et, 

"DEHOLD the apostolic band. 
The servants of the Lobd, 
Convey to each remotest land 
Their Master's heavenly word. 

2 A holy charge on them was laid. 

And well that charge they bore. 
As trusting in their Father's aid, 
They passed from shore to shore. 

3 Fearless, when hostile men combined. 

They stood in power and love. 
And with the serpent's wisdom joined 
The mildness of the dove. 

4 And when disease, or sword, or flame. 

From earth had set them free, 
Their souls to heaven, from whence they came. 
Sprang upward, Lobd I to thee. 



1 
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1^6. TjM. Johns. 

Zeal for man* 9 salvation, 

1 /^HRISTIAN ! thine is no selfish trust ; 

Each selBsh feeling then resign ; 
Be to thy lofty charter just, 
Man's cause is heaven's, and heaven's is 

thine. 

2 Zealous for human happiness 

In this frail life, — be zealous more 

Thy race immortally to bless 

With bliss which lasts when life is o'er. 

3 Who Christ's disciple long has been, 
May oft his meek apostle be. 

And with firm voice and brow serene, 
Plead for the light till darkness flee. 

4 Then, Christian, faint not, nor resign 
Thy glorious hope — thy race to bless I 
They as the stars of heaven shall shincj 
Who many turn to righteousness. 

1 27 • S. M. MOKTGOMEBT. 

*< The kingdom of God it om if a man thould ea$i MOtd inOo the 

ground.*' 

1 ftOW in the mom thy seed. 

At eve hold not thy hand ; ^ 

To doubt and fear give thou no heed. 
Broad-cast it o'er the land. 

* • 

2 Beside all waters sow. 
The highway furrows stoc^. 
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Drof it where thorns and thistles grow. 
Scatter it on the rock. 

The good, the fruitful ground. 
Expect not here nor there ; 
O'er hill and dale, by plots, 'tis found ; 
Go forth, then, every where. 

And duly shall appear. 
In verdure, beauty, strength. 
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear. 
And the full com at length. 

Thou canst not toil in vain ; 
Cold, heat, and moist and dry. 
Shall foster and mature the grain. 
For gamers in the sky. 

128. P.M. E. C. 

spread oftht GotpeL 

JJOLY, holy Great Creator I 

Gracious God, our praises hear ; 
Through thine ample realms of Nature 
May the nations learn thy fear I 

2 Glorious hope ! may truth unbounded 

Shed its fight on every soul. 
And thy Gospel be resounded 

Through the world from pole to pole ! 

3 May thy servants now before thee 

Labour in this glorious cause ; 
Ever may our hes^ adore thee. 
Peel thy spirit, keep thy laws ;— 

3 £ 



1 
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4 May we spread that great salvation. 
By our blessed Master given. 
And diffuse through every nation 

Truth that lea£ from earth to heaven. 

129. P.M. Hbbbr. 

1 "FROM Greenknd's icy mountains. 

From India's coral strand, 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Boll down their golden sand : 
From many an ancient river. 

From many a palmy plain. 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chwn ! 

2 In vain with lavish kindness 

The gifts of God are strewn ; 
The heathen, in his blindness. 

Bows down to wood and stone ! 
Can we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high. 
Can we, to men benighted. 

The kmp of life deny ? 

3 Salvation ! O salvation I 

The joyful sound proclaim. 
Till each remotest nation. 

Has learned Messiah's name 1 
Waft, waft ye winds his story. 

And you, ye waters, roll. 
Till, like a sea of glory. 

It spreads from pole to pole. 
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1 oO . L. M. Balfour. 

The Migtionary, 

1 {^O, messenger of peace and love, 

To people plunged in shades of night ! 
Like angels sent from fields above. 
Be thine to shed celestial light. 

2 Go, to the hungry food impart : 

To paths of peace the wanderer guide ; 
And lead the thirsty, panting heart 
Where streams of living water glide. 

3 Go, bid the bright and morning-star 
From Bethlehem's plains resplendent shine 
And, piercing through the gloom afar. 
Shed heavenly light and love divine. 

4 O faint not in the day of toil. 

When harvest waits the reaper's hand ; 
Go, gather in the glorious spoil, 
And joyous in his presence stand. 

5 Thy love a rich reward shall find. 
From him who sits enthroned on high ; 
For they who turn the erring mind. 
Shall shine like stars above the sky. 

1 1 . L. M. BOWRING, 

Progresi of Gospel truth, 

1 TJPON the Gospel's sacred page 

The gathered beams of ages shine 
And as it hastens, every age 
But makes its brightness more divine. 

3e2 
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2 On mightier wing, in loftier flighty 
From year to year doth knowledge eoar ; 
And as it soars^ the Gospel light 

Adds to its influence mote and more. 

3 Truth, strengthened by the strength of 

thought. 
Pours inexhaustible supplies, 
Whence sagest teachers may be taught. 
And wisdom's self become more wise. 

4 More glorious still as centuries roll. 
New legions blessed, new powers unfurled^ 
Expanding with the expanding soul. 

Its waters shall o'erflow the world ; — 

5 Flow to restore — but not destroy ; 
As when the cloudless lamp of day, 
Pours out its floods of light and joy. 
And sweeps each lingering mist away. 



•132, S.M. Johns. 

The kingdom of God. 

PJOME, kingdom of our God, 
Sweet reign of light and love 1 
Shed peace, and hope, and joy abroad. 
And wisdom from above. 

Over our spirits first 
Extend thy healing reign ; 
There raise and quench the sacred thirst 
That never pains again. 
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3 Come, kingdom of our GoD ! 
And make the broad earth thine. 

Stretch o*er her lands and isles the rod 
That flowers with grace divine. 

4 Soon may all tribes be blest 
With fruit from life's glad tree ; 

And in its shade like brothers rest. 
Sons of one family. 

6 Come, kingdom of our God ! 

And raise thy glorious throne 
In worlds by the undying trod. 
Where God shall bless his own. 

1 33 • S. M. Montgomery. 

l%e iuue» of life and death, 

1 Q WHERE shall rest be found. 

Rest for the weary soul ? 
'Twere vain the ocean depths to sound. 
Or pierce to either pole : 

2 The world can never give 
The bliss for which we sigh ; 

'Tis not the whole of life, to live, — 
Nor all of death to die. 

3 Beyond this vale of tears. 
There is a life above, 

Unmeasured by the flight of years; 
And all that life is love : 

4 There is a death, whose pangs 
Outlast the fleeting breath; 

3e3 
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O what a weight of horror hangs 
Around the ^' second death I ^ 

5 ' Lord God of truth and grace! 
Teach us that death to shun. 
Lest we be banished from thy face. 
And utterly undone ! 

134. R M. Sir J. E. Smith. 

** In my Father^t house are many mansione,*' 

1 TTOLY, wise, eternal Father I 

O how blessed is thy word. 
Thus revealed to all thv servants. 
By thy son, our gracious Lobd I 

2 In thy house are many mansions ; — 
So his hallowed lips declare : 

O that we might there behold thee I 
O that we might enter there I 

3 There the blessed of all nations. 
Of all times and worlds shall meet: 
There the labourers in thy vineyard 
Peaceful rest at Jesus' feet 

4 There the wronged and broken-hearted 
Pure and sacred joy shall taste : 
There the wicked cease from troubling. 
There the weary are at rest. 

135. L.M. Anon. 

** Lordt to whom ehatt we go 9 ** 

1 A TRAVELLER through the scenes of 
time, 
No perfect rest I find below ; 



1 
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I seek a brighter^ happier clime^ — 
To whom for guidance shall I go I 

2 I seek a lasting, peaceful home. 

In realms where love shall ever reign ; 
Where tears, or death, can never come ; — 
That blissful land how shall I gain ! 

3 Nor nature's dim, uncertain light. 
The true unerring path can show ; 
Nor reason's voice direct aright — 
To whom but Jesus can I go I 

4 He bids me shun the pathway broad. 
Nor dare the tempting maze of sin ; 
He bids me tread the narrow road. 
And strive the heavenly gate to win. 

5 He bids me walk with him in faith. 
In patient hope, and growing love; 
And he, — the victor over death. 
Will lead me on to joys above. 

136. P. M. BULFINCH. 

«* Hear ye him," 

1 T^HOU by pain and care oppressed. 

Lift the eye with sorrow dim ; 
In thy Saviour's love find rest. 
Child of suffering, hear thou him I 

2 Trifler of the passing hour. 

Vain the pleasures earth can give ; 
Stay thy course ; thy Saviour's power 
Calls thee, hear and turn, and live I 
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3 Wanderer on the downward road, 

Far from virtue's guiding ray ; 
True to happiness, to God, 
j£SUS calls thee, turn and praj. 

4 Hear ye him, your Lobd, your friend. 

Who to serve you lived and died ; 
Hear him, and till life shall end. 
In his holy word abide, 

5 Fixing faith's bright gaze above. 

Hear him while on earth ye tread : 
Ye shall hear his tones of love. 

When the trumpet wakes the dead. 

It37» S.M. BOWBING. 

Earth brightened by the hopes of heaven, 

1 XI O W dark — how desolate 

Would many a moment be. 
Could we not spring on hope's bright wing, 
O God ! to heaven and thee I 

2 But sometimes streaks of light 
And sunny beams we see. 

They shine so bright through sorrow's night. 
They needs must come from thee. 

3 Say, shall a morning dawn 
When time's brief hours are o'er. 

Whose smiling ray shall wake a day. 
That night shall cloud no more ? 

4 Blest hope ! and sure as blest ! 
Life's shades of misery 

Shall soon be past, and joy at last 
Waft us to heaven and thee. 
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1 38. L. M. Newton. 

2^ Chri*iiaH*s home in view, 

IAS when the weary traveller gains 
The summit of some lofty hill, 
His heart revives, if o'er the plains ^ 
He sees his home, though distant still : 

2 Thus when the Christian pilgrim views. 
By faith, his mansion in the skies. 
The sight his fainting strength renews. 
And wings his speed to gain the prize. 

3 The thought of home his spirit cheers ; 
No more he grieves for troubles past ; 
Nor any future trial fears, 

So he may safe arrive at last. 

4 * 'Tis there,' he says, ^ I am to dwell 
With Jesus in eternal day ; 

Then shall I bid my cares farewell. 
And every tear be wiped away.' 

1 3y . L. M. BovmiNG. 

Injluenee of immortality on our present condition. 

1 TF all our hopes and all our fears, 

Were prisoned in life's narrow bound ; 
If travellers through this vale of tears, 

We saw no better world beyond ; 
Oh, who could check the rising sigh, 

What earthly thing could pleasure give ? 
Oh, who would venture then to die — 
Ob^ who could then endure to live ? 
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2 Were life a dark and desert moor. 

Where mists and clouds eternal spread 
Their gloomy veil, behind, before, 

And tempests thunder over head ; 
Where not a sunbeam breaks the gloom. 

And not a floweret smiles beneath ; 
Who could exist in such a tomb — 

Who dwell in darkness and in death ! 

3 And such were life without the ray 

From our divine religion given : 
'Tis this that makes our darkness day ; 

'Tis this that makes our earth a heaven : 
Bright is the golden sun above. 

And beautiful the flowers that bloom. 
And all is joy, and all is love, 

Beflected from a world to come. 

1 40, L. M. NOKTON. 
** BUited are the dead^ that die in the Lord,** 

1 Q STAY thy tears 1 for they are blest. 

Whose days are past, whose toil is done : 
Here midnight care disturbs our rest ; 
Here sorrow dims the noon-day sun. 

2 And cheerless were our lengthened way ; 
But heaven's own light dispels the gloom. 
Streams downward from eternal day. 
And casts a glory round the tomb. 

3 Then stay thy tears : the blest above 
Have hailed a spirit's heavenly birth. 
Sung a new song of joy and love ; 

And why should anguish reign on earth ? 



1 
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141. L.M. Betant. 

** BUtnd are they that moum^ 

T^EEM not that they are blest alone 

Whose lives a peaceful tenor keep : 
The Power who pities man has shown 
A blessing for the eyes that weep. 

2 The light of smiles shall beam again> 
From lids that now o'erflow with tears ; 
And weary hours of woe and pain 
Are earnests of serener years. 

3 Oh, there are days of hope and rest 
For every dark and troubled night I 
Grief may remain an evening guest. 
But joy shall come with early light. 

4 Nor let the good man's trust depart. 
Though life its common gifts deny ; 
Nor hopeless sorrow bre^ the heart 
That, spumed of men, fears not to die. 

6 For God has marked each sorrowing day. 
And numbered every secret tear ; 
And heaven's long age of bliss shall pay 
For all his children suffer here. 

142. CM. Peabody. 

Th» Christian** evening of life. 



1 



"DEHOLD the western evening light 

It melts in deepening gloom ; 
So calm the righteous sink away. 



Descending to the tomb. 
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2 The winds breathe low, — the withering leaf 

Scarce whispers from the tree ! 
So gently flows the parting breath. 
When good men cease to be. 

3 How beautiful, on all the hills. 

The crimson light is shed 1 
'Tis like the peace the dying gives 
To mourners round his bed. 

4 How mildly on the wandering cloud 

The sunset beam is cast I 
So sweet the memory left behind, 
When loved ones breathe their kst. 

5 And lo ! above the dews of night 

The vesper star appears ! 
So faith lights up the mourner's heart, 
Whose eyes are dim with tears. 

6 Night falls, but soon the morning light 

Its glories shall restore ; 
And thus the eyes that sleep in death 
Shall wake, to close no more. 

143. L.M. Babbaui^d. 

The death of the righteoue, 

1 GWEET is the scene when virtue dies, 

When sinks a righteous soul to rest ; 
How mildly beam the closing eyes ! 
How gently heaves the expiring breast 

2 So fades a summer cloud away ; 

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er ; 
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So gently shuts the eye of day ; 
So dies a wave along the shore. 

3 A holy quiet reigns around, 

A calm which nothing can destroy ; 
Nought can disturb that peace profound 
Which their unfettered souls enjoy. 

4 Its duty done^ as sinks the clay. 
Light A*om its load the spirit flies ! 
While heayen and earth combine to say, 
* Sweet is the scene when virtue dies.' 

14?4. S.M. MONTGOMEBT. 

** He has fought the goodfyht,"* 

1 CERVANT of God, well done I 
^ Rest from thy loved employ ; 
The battle fought, the victory won, 

Enter thy master's joy. 

2 At midnight came the cry, 

* To meet thy God prepare ! ' 
He woke, — and caught his Captain's eye 5 
Then, strong in faith and prayer, 

3 His spirit, with a bound. 
Left its encumbering clay ; 

His tent, at sunrise, on the ground, 
A darkened ruin lay. 

4 The pains of death are past, 
Labour and sprrow cease ; 

And life's long warfare closed at last^ 
His soul is found in peace. 

3 F 



106 HYMIfS AND PSALMS. 

5 Soldier of Christ, well done I 

Praise be thy new employ : 
And while eternal ages run, 
Kest in thy Saviour's joy. 

145. CM. Hemans. 

2fu eternal rest of God. 

1 /^ ALM on the bosom of thy God, 

Fair spirit, rest thee now ! 
E'en while with us thy footstep trod. 
His seal was on thy brow. 

2 Dust, to its narrow house beneath I 

Soul, to its place on high ! 
They that have seen thy look in death 
No more may fear to die. 

1 4o . C. M. Houghton. 

J%e re^union of virtuous friends after death, 

1 TILEST hour when virtuous friends shall 

meet. 
Shall meet to part no more. 
And with celestial welcome greet. 
On an immortal shore. 

2 Each tender tie, dissolved with pain. 

With endless bliss is crowned ; 
All that was dead revives again ; 
All that was lost is found. 

3 And while remembrance, lingering still. 

Draws joy from sorrowing hours ; 
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New prospects rise, new pleasures fill 
The souPs expanded powers. 

4 Congenial minds arrayed in light. 

High thoughts shall interchange ; 
Nor cease, with ever new delight, 
On wings of love to range. 

5 Their Father marks their generous flame. 

And looks complacent down ; 
The smile that owns their filial claim 
Is their unmortal crown. 

, 147. L.M. Bo WRING. 
The righteout »haU be in evtrlatiing remembranee, 

1 Tf ARTH'S transitory things decay, 

Its pomps, its pleasures pass away ; 
But the sweet memory of the good 
Survives in the vicissitude. 

2 As 'midst the ever rolling sea. 
The eternal isles established be, 
'Gainst which the surges of the main 

Fret, dash, and break themselves in vaki : — 

3 So through the ocean-tide of years. 
The memory of the just appears ; 

So through the tempest and the gloom, 
The good man's virtues light the tomb. 

4 Happy the righteous ! come what may. 
Though heaven dissolve and earth decay ; 
Happy the righteous man I for he 
Belongs to immortality. 

3f2 
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1 48 . C. M. BUTCHEE. * 
Svfferert for Jesus glorified, 

1 TIjrH AT are those glorious forms that stand 

In white before the throne ? 
This is the martyrs' shining band. 
To endless ages known. 

2 'Twas through a sharp and thorny way 

The noble suflFerers pressed ; 
But nought could stop them, or delay 
Their march to heavenly rest 

3 Now at the throne of God they stand. 

And serve him day and night. 
While beams of glory wide expand. 
And fill them with delight. 

149. P.M. Pope. 

2%e dying Christian to his soul, 

1 T/'ITAL spark of heavenly flame I 

Quit, O quit this mortol frame I 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying ; 
O the pain, the bliss of dying ! 
Cease, fond nature ! cease thy strife. 
And let me languish into life I 

2 Hark, they whisper I — angels say, 
' Sister spirit, come away ! ' 
What is this absorbs me quite. 
Steals my senses, shuts my sight. 
Drowns my spirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my boul, — can this be death ? 
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3 The world recedes ! — it disappears ! 
Heaven opens on my eyes ! — my ears 
With sounds seraphic ring : 
Lend, lend your wings ! I mount, I fly ; 
O grave ! where is thy victory ? 
O death ! where is thy sting ? 

150. P.M. LUTHEB. 
The judgment, 

QJIE AT God ! what do I see and hear ? 

The end of things created I 
The Judge of mankind doth appear. 

On clouds of glory seated 1 
The trumpet sounds 1 the graves restore 
The dead which they contained before ! 

Prepare, my soul, to meet him. 

151. P.M. Scott. 

The danger ofdday, 

1 XT ASTEN, sinner ! to be wise. 

Stay not for the morrow's sun. 
Lest if wisdom thou despise, 
She may never more be won. 

2 Hasten, mercy to implore. 
Stay not for the morrow's sun, 
Lest thy season should be o'er. 
Ere this ev'ning's course is run. 

3 Hasten, sinner ! to return. 
Stay not for the morrow's sun, 

3p3 
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Lest thy lamp should fail to bum. 
Ere salvation's work is done. 

4 Hasten, sinner ! to be bless'd. 

Stay not for the morrow's sun. 
Lest perdition thee arrest. 
Ere the morrow is begun. 

152. L,M. BOWBING. 

« Awake, thou that sleepestT 

1 TIj^AKE, slumberer, wake 1 Repent, repent. 

Yet a few fleeting hours remain ; 
One day of mercy still is lent ; 
That day may never dawn again. 

2 O waste it not, it may be all 

Left to prepare thy soul for heaven j 
Hark ! how its flitting spirits call ! 
Seize, sanctify the moment given. 

3 Thou tread'st on tombs, thou breathest death. 
The stars go out, the forests fade ; 
Destruction reigns above, beneath. 

In noontide's beam, in midnight shade. 

4 Then, slumberer, wake 1 the day that breaks. 
Twilight shall never dim ; nor thou 

Find aught but woe in all that makes 
Sin's miserable pleasures now. 
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153. L.M. Anon. 

Repentance arid newness of life. 

1 TpROM Heaven the great command was sent 

To every son of man, * Bepent ; ' 
A new-bom life we must attain. 
Or heavenly joys we seek in vain. 

2 Who shall oppose this high behest ? 
Who boast a pore unsullied breast. 
Watched with such holy constant care. 
That guilt has gained no entrance there ? 

3 Our bodies we must purge from vice. 
And yield a willing sacr^ce ; 

The fife eternal strive to win. 
By dying daily unto sin, 

4 To gain our Father's promised grace. 
Our days and years we must retrace ; 
The man must be again the child. 
Obedient, simple, pure, and mild. 

154. L.M. J0HNS4 

Man warned against the terrors of sin, 

1 J^MMOETAL man ! fear thou to dare 

Sin's paths, and face the terrors there — 
Thoughts that will turn to night thy day. 
Pangs that will make thy heart their prey I 

2 A God believed, but unadored, 
His broken law, and cast-off word ; 
Talents and means to serve him lent. 
And yet on all he hates mis-spent ; — 
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3 Wishes to disbelieye> with fears 
That thou must yet believe in tears ; 
The unsilenced voice that speaks within. 
Of all thou art, and niightst have been ; 

4 Oh shun all sin, for sin must spread 
Such terrors o'er the dying bed. 
That he who could that hour foresee. 
For its sole sake would righteous be. 

155. L. M. BUTCHEB. 
Against secret sin. 

1 ■pOLLOWEKS of Christ ! shall we endure 
f The yoke of sin, unchaste, impure ; 
And with unholy thoughts profane 

The temple where our God should reign ? 

2 Shall they to whom the Saviour came. 
Still work the deeds of sin and shame. 
And when the eye of man retires. 
Indulge in vain and base desires ? 

3 Most holy God 1 thine eye surveys 
The sinner in the darkest maze ; 
Nor can the thickest gloom of night 
Conceal the wicked from thy sight. 

4 Oh, may these thoughts control my heart I 
Nor from thy ways my feet depart ; 
True to my Saviour let me be. 
Almighty Father, near to thee I 
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156. L.M. LL. 

Godly sorrow, 

T^O thee, preserver of my soul, 

I bring my sorrow and my tears ; 
For I have sinned against thy love, — 
A father's love, that long forbears ; — 

I Against the author of my life. 

Whose tender care supports me still, — 
Whose mercy rescues from the grave. 
And warns me how to flee from ilL 

3 A suppliant at thy throne of grace. 
Forgive, O Lord ; I humbly plead ; 
And let me on thy promise rest — 

• Thou wilt not break the bruised reed.' 

4 And Oh I through all my future days, 
Still may thy fear my heart control, — 
And every erring thought restrain. 
Oh, thou preserver of my soul. 

157* C. M. New Yokk Coll. 

Prayer for a hoLy mind, 

1 "P ATHER in heaven ! to whom my heart 
^ Would lift itself in prayer, 

Drive from my soul each earthly thought. 
And show thy presence there. 

2 Each moment of my life renews 

The mercies of the Lobd ; 
Each moment is itself a gift. 
To bear me on to God. 
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3 Help me to break the galUng chains 

This world has round me thrown : 
Each passion of my heart subdue^ 
Each darling sin disown. 

4 O Father ! kindle in my breast 

A never-dying flame 
Of holy love, of grateful trust 
In thine Almighty name. 

158. L. M. W. Gaskell. 

Prayer for holier thought. 

1 /^UR best resolves how oft we break, 

And still to folly yield our hearts I 
How frequent sleep when we should wake 
The while some fleet-winged good departs ! 

2 Too much our own poor strength we trust. 
Nor keep. Lord, close enough to thee ; 
But Oh ! remember we are dust. 

And still our friend and helper be. 

.3 Breathe round our souls a holier might. 
To strusrgle throuorh this world of sin ; 
To fight, untired, the christian fight. 
The crown of righteousness to win. 

lo9. CM. MiDDLETON. 
Penitence, 

1 AS o'er the past my memory strays. 
Why heaves the secret sigh ? 
'Tis that I mourn departed days. 
Still unprepared to die. 
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2 The world, and worldly things beloved. 

My anxious thoughts employed ; 
While time unhallowed, unimproved. 
Presents a fearful void. 

3 Yet, holy Father, wild despair 

Chase from this labouring breast : 
Thy grace it is which prompts the prayer ; 
That grace can make me blest. 

4 My life's best remnant all be thine ; 

And when thy sure decree 
Bids me this fleeting breath resign — 
O speed my soul to thee. 

160. C. M. T. Moore. 

Heavenwcard atpirtOion, 

1 nPHE bird, let loose in eastern skies. 

When hastening fondly home. 
Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 
Where idle wanderers roam. 

2 But high she shoots through air and light. 

Above all low delay ; 
Where nothing earthly bounds her flight. 
Nor shadow dims her way. 

3 So grant me, God, from every snare 

And taint of passion free. 
Aloft, through virtue's purer air 
To .hold my course to thee I 

4 No sin to cloud, no lure to stay 

My soul, as home she springs ; 
Thy sunshine on her joyful way. 
Thy freedom in her wings I 
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161. L. M. W. Gaskell. 



Press on ! 



1 |3RESS on, press on ! ye sons of light. 

Untiring in your holy fight, 
Still treading each temptation down. 
And battling for a nobler crown. 

2 Press on, press on I through toil and woe 
Calmly resolved to triumph go, 

And make each dark and threatening ill 
Yield but a brighter glory still. 

3 Press on, press on I still look in faith 
To him who vanquished sin and death, 
And till ye hear his high * Well done,' 
True to the last, press on, press on I 

162. P.M. W. Gaskell. 

** Sleep not as others do,* 

CLEEP not, soldier of the cross, 

Foes are lurking all around ; 
Look not here to find repose, 
This is but thy battle ground. 

Up I and take thy shield and sword ; 

Up ! it is the call of heaven ; 
Shrink not faithless from thy Lord, 

Nobly strive as he hath striven. . 

Break through all the force of ill. 
Tread the might of passion down ; 

Struggling onward, onward still. 
To the conquering Saviour's crown. 



1 
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4 Through the midst of toil and pain, 

Let this thought ne'er leave thy breast, 
IBvery triumph thou dost gain. 

Makes more sweet thy coming rest. 

163. S. M. C. Wesley. 

The Christian charge, 

1 A CHARGE to keep I have, 

A God to glorify ; 
A never-dying soul to save, 
And fit it for the sky : — 

2 To serve the present age. 
My calling to fulfil ; 

may it all my powers engage 
To do my Father's wUl. 

3 Arm me with jealous care. 
As in thy sight to live ; 

And O thy servant, Lobd, prepare 
A strict account to give I 

1 64. S. M. J. R. Wbbfokd. 

EeUgious liberty, 

1 COURCE of the chainless ndnd, 
*^ Of truth, and liberty I 

No bonds my deathless soul can bind, 
My God ! thou mad'st me free 1 

2 Shall man's despotic sway 

My free-bom soul enskve? — 
First shall the glorious sun decay, 
Or set on freedom's grave ! 

3g 
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3 Chains may my body bind^ — 

These limbs all fettered be ; 
But thraldom cannot reach the mind,- 
It will — it must be free I 

4 Lord I ever grant me grace. 

My liberty to prize, 
Nor let me yield compliance base^ 
To creeds my soul denies I 

5 Oh, may I seek thy will. 

To Christ's pure word be true, 
And, God of freedom ! let me still 
Thy truth alone pursue ! 

1 65 . P, M. Babbauld. 

Devout joy, 

1 * JOY to those that love tne Lord I' 

Saith the sure eternal word. 
Not of earth the joy it brings. 
Tempered in celestial springs : 

2 'Tis the joy of pardoned sin. 
When we feel 'tis well within ; 
'Tis the joy that fills the breast 
When the passions sink to rest. 

3 'Tis a joy that, seated deep. 
Leaves not when we sigh and weep ; 
Spreads itself in virtuous deeds. 
Sighs for woe, in pity bleeds. 

4 Stern and awful are its tones 
When the patriot martyr groans. 
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And the death-pulse beating high, 
Bapture blends with agonj. 

5 Tenderer is the form it wears, 
Touched with love, dissolved in tears. 
When subdued at Jesus' feet. 
Sinners clasp the mercj-seat. 

6 'Tis joy e'en here I a budding flower, 
Struggling with the storm and shower. 
Till its season to expand 

Planted in its native land. 

1 66. L. M. C. Wesley. 

The primitive church, 

1 XT APPY the souls who first believed, — ► 

To Jesus and each other cleaved, — 
Joined by the spirit from above. 
In mystic fellowship of love. 

2 On God they cast their every care. 
Sheltered beneath the wings of prayer : 
They joyfully combined to raise 
Their ceaseless sacrifice of praise. 

3 Sweet is the memory of those days. 
The record of that holy race. 
Where shall we wander now to find 
The faithful they have left behind ? 

4 Ye different sects, who all declare 

Lo I here is Christ, or Christ is there I 
Your claim, alas 1 ye cannot prove. 
Ye want the genuine mark of love. 

3G2 
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5 Join every soul that looks to thee 
In bonds of perfect charity ; 
Greatest of gifts, thy love impart. 
And make us of one mind and heart. 



167. V.M. Miss PoprLE. 

ChrUtian uuUy^ 



1 



JJ^ESTORE, O Father 1 to our times restore 

The peace which filled thine infant church 

of yore; ' 

Ere lust of power. had sown the seeds of strife, 

And quenched the new-born charities of life. 

2 Oh, never more may differing judgments part. 
From kindly sympathy a brother's heart. 
But linked in one, believing thousands kneel. 
And share with each the sacred joy they feel. 

3 From soul to soul, quick as the sun-beam's ray, 
Let concord spread one universal day ; 

And faith by love, lead all mankind to thee — 
Parent of peace, and fount of harmony. 



1 68 . p. M. C. Wesley. 

<* TJuU ihey alto mtof he one in u».** 

JP ATHER 1 at thy footstool see 

Those who now are one in thee I 
Each to each unite, and bless ; 
Keep us in thy perfect peace. 
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2 Meek and lowlj let ns be. 
Full of goodness, full of thee ; 
Nobly may we bear the strife, — 
Keep the noliness of life ; — 

3 Still forget the things behind, — 
Follow Christ in heart and mind ; 
To the mark unwearied press, — 
Seize the crown of righteousness. 

4 Father I fill us with thy love ; 
Never from our souls remove ; 
Dwell with us, and we shall be 
Thine through all eternity* 

169» P.M. MiLMAN. 
JuuM ** tamchtd with afedmg of our infirmities^' 

1 Tjy HEN our heads are bowed with woe^ 

When our bitter tears overflow ; 
When we mourn the lost, the dear. 
Gracious God of Jesus ! hear. 

2 He hath wandered lone, forlorn. 
He each mortal grief hath borne^ 
He hath shed the bitter tear ; 
Heir of Jesus 1 hush thy fear. 

3 He hath bowed the dying head ; 
He the blood of life hath shed ; 
He hath filled a mortal bier ; 
Heir of Jesus I hush thy fear. 

4 When the heart is sad within 
With the thought of all its sin 

3o3 
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When the spirit shrinks with fear; 
Gracious God of Jesus ! hear. 

5 He the spirit's strife hath known. 
He the spirit's victory won, 
He hath now no grief to bear, 
Heir of Jesus ! hush thy fear. 

1/0. L. M. Mrs. Gilman. 

God our refine, 

ITS there a lone and dreary hour 

When worldly pleasures lose their power; 
My Father 1 let me turn to thee, 
And set each thought of darkness free. 

2 Is there a time of racking grief, 
Unblessed by prospect of relief; — 
My Father ! break the cheerless glocmi, 
And bid my heart its calm resume. 

3 Is there an hour of peace and joy, 
When hope is all my soul's employ ; — 
My Father ! still my hopes will roam. 
Unless they rest with thee, their home. 

4 The noon-tide blaze, the niidnight scene. 
The dawn or twilight's sweet serene. 
The sick, nay e'en the dying hour, 
Shtdl own my Father's love and power. 

1 7 1 • P. M. BULFIKCH. 
Succour in God. 



1 



TV'HEN by pain and care oppressed. 
Anguish fills the trembling breast 
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When our earthly comforts fail ; 
When temptation's floods assail ; 
Father, in that fearful hour. 
Aid us by thy heavenly power. 

2 Transient are the joys of earth. 
As the hour that gives them birth ; 
Faithless as a lovely dream, 
Fading at the morning beam ; 
Treacherous as the fleeting sand, 
Wave- washed on the ocean's strand ; 

3 But thy servants' trust, O Lord 1 
Bests on thine unfailing word ; 
On the precepts Jesus gave- — 
On our Father's will to save,- — 

On the strength, and light, and love. 
Beaming from thy throne above. 

1 7 2 • L. M. Bo WRING. 

God near in torrow, 

1 OH I 8weet.it is to know, to feel, 

In all our gloom, our wanderings here ; 
No night of sorrow can conceal 
Man from thy notice, from thy Care. 

2 When disciplined by long distress. 
And led through paths of fear and woe ; 
Say, dost thou love thy children less ? 
No, ever gracious Father ! no. 

3 No distance can outreach thine eye. 
No night obsbure thy endless day ; 
Be this my comfort when I sigh. 
Be this my safeguard when I stray. 
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173. CM. Wilson. 

BenefiU of ajfliction. 

1 r^FTEN the clouds of deepest woe 

So sweet a message bear ; 
Dark though they seem, 'twere hard to find 
A frown of anger there. 

2 Yes, often has adversity 

A richer boon bestowed, 
Has oft bequeathed a purer joy 
Than all that men call good* 

3 Our spirits, too, are closely bound 

To earth's delusive toys ; 
Poor baubles we are loathe to leave 
For everlasting joys. 

4 It needs our hearts be weaned from earth ; 

It needs that we be driven. 

By loss of every earthly stay. 

To seek our joys in heaven. 

5 Kind, loving is the hand that strikes. 

However keen the smart. 
If sorrow's discipline can chase 
One evil from the heart. 

6 'Twas by a life of suflTering here 

Our Lord his victories won ; 
We must not find a resting-place. 
When he we love had none. 
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.174. S.M. Edmeston. 

** Why iaytti thou-— -my waff i* hid from tht Lord/** 

A LONG my earthly way. 

How many douas are spread ! 
Darkness, with scarce one cheerful ray. 
Seems gathering o'er my head. 

Yet, Father, thou art love : 
' O hide Hot from my view I 
But when I look, in prayer, above, 
Appear in mercy lluroughl 

My pathway is not hid ; 
Thou knowest all my need ; 
And 1 would do as Israel did,— - 
Follow where thou wilt lead. 

s. 

Lead me,*and then my feet 
Shall never, never stray ; 
But safely I shall reach the seat 
Of happiness and day. 

And O from that bright throne, 
I shall look back, and see, — . 
The path I went, and that sdone. 
Was the right path for me. 

ijo. L.M. CHBidTiAN Disciple. 

Gethsemane, 

ip AINT not, poor traveller, though the way 

Be rough hke that thy Saviour trod ; 
Though cold and stormy lower the day. 
This path of suffering leads to X3tOT>^ - 
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2 Nay, sink not, though from every limb 
Are starting drops of toil and pain ; 
Thou dost but share the lot of Him, 
With whom his followers are to reign. 

3 Christian I thy friend, thy master prayed. 
While dread and anguish shook his frame^ 
Then met his sufferings undismayed ; 
Wilt thou not strive to do the same ? 

4 Oh, think'st thou, that his Father's love 
Shone round him then with fainter rays. 
Than now, when throned all height aoove^ 
Unceasing voices hymn his praise? 

5 Go, sufferer, calmly meet the woes 
Which God's own mercy bids thee bear; 
Then, rising as thy Saviour rose, 

Go, his eternal victory share. 

1/6. L. M. Mrs. Hobkbloweb. 

Tnut in God. 

1 1^ Y Father I when around me spread, 

I see the shadows of the tomb. 
And life's bright visions droop and fade. 
And darkness veils my future doom; — 

2 Oh, in that mournful hour I turn. 
With a still trusting heart, to theel 
And holy thoughts still shine and bum, 
Amid that cold, sad destiny. 

3 They fill my soul with heavenly light. 
While all around is pain and woe; 
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t 

And Btrengthened by them, in thy sight. 
Father, to drink thy cup I go. 

4 Thy will be done ! — I will not fear 
The lot provided by thy love ; 

Though clouds and darkness shroud me here, 
I know that all is bright above. 

5 The stars of heaven are shining on. 
Though these frail eyes are dim with tears ; 
The hopes of earth indeed are gone, 

Bat are not ours the immortal years ? 

6 Father ! for^ve the heart that clings 
Thus trembling to the joys of time ; 
And bid my soul, on angel wings, 
Ascend into a purer clime. 

1 77. CM. C. Wesley. 

** A rat remcttMeth** 

1 T ORD 1 we believe a rest remains 

To all thy people known ; 
A rest where pure enjoyment reigns; — 
For thou art served alone :— 

2 A rest where all our soul's desire 

Is fixed on things above ; 
Where fear, and sin, and grief expire. 
Cast out by perfect love. 

3 O that we now that rest might know, 

Believe and enter in I 
Thou Holiest 1 now the power bestow. 
And let us cease from sin. 
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4 Bemove tUis hardness from our heart. 
This unbelief remove : 
The rest of perfect faith impart. 
The sabbath of thy love. 

l/S* L.M. BosooE. 

J%e Christian exhorted to seek his native heapen 

1 (30, suffering habitant of earth, 

Go, conscious of thy heavenly birth. 
And 'midst the storms that round thee rise. 
Urge on thy journey to the skies, 

2 What though the wild winds rage around 1 
Thou wilt not tremble dt the sound : 
What though the waters o'er thee roll 1 
They touch not thine immortal souL 

3 Go then with atet^fasf heart and eyes 
Till that bright mom shall on thee rise 
Which gives thee to thy blest abode. 
To rest for ever with thy God 1 

« 

179* CM. Anon. 

Secret prayer, 

1 CWEET 18 the prayer, whose holy stream 

In earnest pleading flows ; 
Devotion prompts the sacred theme. 
And warm and warmer glows. 

2 Faith grasps the blessing she desires ; 

Hope points the upward gaze ; 
And love, celestial love, inspires 
The eloquence of praise. 



1 
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But sweeter far the still small voice 

Heard by no human ear; 
When God has made the heart rejoice. 

And dried the bitter tear. 

No accents flow, no words ascend ; 

All utterance faileth there ; 
But sainted spirits comprehend. 

And God accepts, the prayer. 

180. L.M. Miss E. Taylob. 

« Seek, and yt shaUJifuC 

lyr Y (jOD ! if this life's gifts were all 

Thy bounteous hand bestowed on me. 
No leave upon thy name to call. 
And gain access by prayer to thee ; 

2 How would my spirit sorrowing, 

']\Iid all those gifts, have sighed to feel, — 
It knew not the refreshing spring. 
That ceaseless flows to soothe and heal I 

3 No chain to bind the wandering soul. 
No link, connecting earth and heaven, 
No Father's pitying, kind control, 
No child, repenting and forgiven ! 

4 But God reveals his mercy-seat, 
And beams of light the gloom dispel : 
He gives ; — from him the gift is sweet ; 
He takes away, — and all is well. 

5 The voice of prayer in Heaven is heard I 
Let strength depart and comforts flee, 

3h 
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If man may act upon that word, — 
" Seek, and he shall be found of thee." 

1 1 . CM. MONTGOMEBT. 
What is prayer? 

1 T>BAYER is the soul's sincere desire, 

Uttered or unexpressed ; 
The motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles in the breast. 

2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh. 

The falling of a tear, 
The upward glancing of an eye, 
When none but God is near. 

3 Prayer is the simplest form of speech 

That infant lips can try ; 
Prayer, the sublimest strains that reach 
The majesty on high. 

4 Prayer is the Christian's vital breath. 

The Christian's native air ; 
His watchword in the hour of death ; 
He enters heaven with prayer. 

5 Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice. 

Returning from his ways. 
While angels in their songs rejoice. 
And cry, " Behold, he prays I" 

182. L. M. COWPER. 

Exhortation fo prayer, 

1 TV^HAT various hindrances we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat ! 



HYMNS AND PSALMS. 131 

Yet who that knows the worth of prayer, 
But wishes to be often there ? 

2 Prayer chases earth's dark clouds away. 
And beams through all a heavenly ray. 
Prayer makes the Christian's armour bright ; 
Kestraining prayer, we cease to fight 

3 Have you no words ? Ah I think again ; 
Words flow apace when you complain. 
And fill your fellow -creature's ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

4 Were half the breath, thus vainly spent. 
To heaven in supplication sent, 

Your cheerful song would ofbener be 

" Hear what the Lord hath done for me." 

1 83 • P. M. Anonymous. 

Pray at all timet, 

1 {t^ when the morning shineth. 

Go when the noon is bright. 
Go when the eve declineth. 

Go in the hush of night : 
Go with pure mind and feeling. 

Fling earthly thought away. 
And, in thy chamber kneeling. 

Do thou in secret pray. 

2 Bemember all who love thee. 

All who are loved by thee. 
Pray, too, fbr those who hate thee» 
If any such there be ; 
3H2 
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Then for thyself, in meeknese, 
A blessing humbly claim, 

And link with each petition 
Thy great Redeemer's name. 

3 Or if 'tis e'er denied thee 

In solitude to pray. 
Should holy thoughts come o'er thee 

When friends are round thy way ; 
E'en then the silent breathing, 

Thy spirit raised above. 
Will reach the throne of glory. 

Of mercy, truth, and love. 

4 Oh ! not a joy nor blessing 

With this can we compare, — 
The power that he bath given us 

To pour our souls in prayer I 
Whene'er thou pin'st in sadness. 

Before his footstool fall ; 
Bemember in thy gladness, 

His love who gave thee alL 

184. S.M. C. Wesley. 

Prayer for sdf-conseeraHon, 

1 f\ GOD, my strength, my hope ! 

On thee I cast my care. 
With humble confidence look up. 
And know thou hear'st my prayer. 

2 O foi^ a godly fear, 

A quick-discerning eye. 
That looks to thee when sin is near. 
And sees the tempter fly I — 
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3 A spirit still prepared, 

And armed with jealous care, 
For ever standing on its guard. 
And watching unto prayer 1— 

4 A soul inured to pun, 

To hardship, grief, and loss ; 
Bold to take up, firm to sustain 
The consecrated cross I 

5 Lord : let me still abide, 
Nor from my hope remove, 

Till thou thy feeble suppliant guide 
Into thy perfect love. 

1 85 . L. M. Miss E. Taylob. 

Sel/'ConaeeraHon to God. 

1 *TnHUS Shalt thou love the Almighty 

Lord, — 
^ith all thy heart, and soul, and mind.' 
So speaks to man that sacred word 
For counsel and reproof designed. 

2 « With all thy heart ; ' no ide' thing, 

Though close around the heart it twine, 
Its interposing shade must fling. 
To darken that pure love of thine. 

3 * With all thy mind ;' each varied power. 

Creative fancy, musings high, 
And thoughts that glance behind, before. 
These must religion sanctify. 

3H3 
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4 * With soul and strength ; ' thy days of ease. 

While vigour nerves each youthful limb. 
And hope and joy, and health and peace. 
All must be freely brought to him. 

5 Thou Power supreme, in whom we move ! 
Vouchsafe thy servants, in their day. 
The mind to adore, the heart to love. 

And strength to serve thee, while they may. 

186. P.M. J. Tatlob. 

Kind afibdions an tuxeptabk offeru^, 

1 T ORD ! what offering shall we bring 

At thine altars when we bow ? 
Hearts, the pure unsullied spring 

Whence the kind affections flow ; 
Soft compassion's feeling soul, 

By the melting eye expressed; 
Sympathy, at whose control 

Sorrow leaves the wounded breaat; 

2 Willing hands to lead the blind. 

Bind the wounded, feed the poor ; 
Love, embracing all our kind, 

Charity, with liberal store. 
Teach us. Oh thou Heavenly King ! 

Thus to show our pjrateful mind. 
Thus the accepted offering bring. 

Love to thee, and all mankind. 
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187- CM. Drennan. 

The wiU and the power to do good, 

1 r^H, sweeter than the fragrant flower, 

At evening's dewy close, 
The will united with the power. 
To succour human woesl 

2 And softer than the softest strain 

Of music to the ear. 
The placid joy we give and gain. 
By gratitude sincere. 

3 'Tis he who scatters blessings round. 

Adores his Maker best ; 
His walk through life is mercy-crowned, 
His bed of death is blest. 

1 88. C. M. J. Browne. 

Mau pledged to henefieence. 

\ CiQ. how can they look up to heaven. 
And aak for mercy there. 
Who never soothed the poor man's pang, 
Nor dried the orphan's tear ! 

2 Supremely good, our Father God, 

Gives, freely gives to all ; 
GKves e'en to those who spurn his love. 
Nor at lus footstool fall. 

3 And Christ was still the healing friaid, 

Of poverty and pain ; 
And never did imploring wretch 
His garment touch in vain. 
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4 May we with humble effort take 

Example from above ; 
And thence the active lesson leam^ 
Of charity and love. 

5 But chiefly is the labour ours 

To shade the early plant ; 
To guard from ignorance and guilt 
The infancy of want ; 

6 To graft the virtues, ere the bud 

The canker-worm has gnawed. 
And teach the rescued child to lisp 
Its gratitude to God. 

189. L.M. J. C. Wallace. 

Bearing his reproach, 

1 XJOW blessed are they, almighty God ! 

Who tread the path our Saviour trod. 
With patience bear reproach and shame. 
And glory in their Master's name 1 

2 What, though the world pur steps oppose, — 
Had not the blessed Redeemer foes ? 
What, though a thousand ills we view, — 
Did not the Saviour feel them too? 

3 If pride and scorn cast out our name. 
Was not the sinless Jesus slain ? 

And though we yield our fleeting breath. 
Has not the Saviour conquered death ? 

4 Then fearless let us hasten on, — 
Soon will this fleeting life be gone ; 
Soon will this scene on earth be o'er. 
And we shall bear reproach no more ! 
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190. L.M. Grigg. 

Not ashamed of a crucified Saviour. 

1 A SHAMED of Jesus 1 can it be ? 

A mortal man ashamed of thee I 
Ashamed of Jesus I just as soon 
Let midnight be ashamed of noon. 

2 Ashamed of Jesus 1 That dear friend 
On whom my hopes of heaven depend ? 
No ; — when I blush be this my shame, 
That I no more revere his name. 

3 Till then, nor is my boasting vain, 
Till then I'll boast a Saviour slain ; 
And, O may this my portion be. 
That Saviour not ashamed of me ! 

191. p. M. BOWRING. 

The crois of Christ. 

1 TN the cross of Christ I glory I — 

Towering o'er the wrecks of time. 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

2 When the woes of life o'ertake me, 
s Hopes deceive and fears annoy, 

Never shall the cross forsake me ; 
Lo 1 it glows with peace and joy* 

3 When the sun of bliss is beaming 

Light and love upon my way, 
J'rom the cross the radiance streaming 
Adds more lustre to the day. 
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4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure. 
By the cross are sanctified ; 
Peace is there that knows no measure, 
Joys that through all time abide. 

1 92 . CM. B UTCHEB, 
To be ashcaned of Jesus unworthy and dangerous, 

1 TS there on earth a nobler name 

Than Jesus to be found ? 
Who can assert a higher claim. 
Or more with truth abound ? 

2 The Son of God, adorned with grace, 

Commissioned from above, 
He bears to our rebellious race 
The messages of love. 

3 How noble were the truths he taught, 

.How pure the life he led 1 
And shall another Lord be sought. 
And we disown our Head ? 

4 Ashamed of Jesus I shall we let 

Our heavenly prospects go. 
And madly at defiance set 
The threats of future woe? 

5 Forbid it. Lord 1 nor let us yield 

To this unworthy shame ; 
But each with holy courage filled, 
Hejoice in Jesus' name. 
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1 yO . L. M. BUTCHEB. 
*• WUl ye aUo go away 9 " 

1 17K0M Christ my Lobd shall I depart ? 
^ Or lose his image from my heart ? 
Forsake the beams of heavenly day. 
And go in paths of sin astray ? 

2 Treasures of power and grace divine. 
United in my Saviour shine ; 

And shall I part with gold for dross ? 
Or sink when I behold the cross ? 

3 True living bread his hands bestow. 
Celestial waters round him flow ; 
And shall I from the fountain fly. 
And, parching in the desert, die ? 

4 Words of eternal life are stored 
In the rich Gospel of my Lobd ; 
And shall thy baubles, earth, engage 
My heart to quit the sacred page ? 

5 Forbid it. Author of my frame I 

My God from whom my spirit came ; 
Thy Son can endless life bestow : 
To whom but Jesus should I go ? 

194. C. M. J. R. Wbbfobd. 

Confunng Christ before men^ 

1 O^ * ne^er be mine the traitor's part. 
The folly and the shame. 
To quit my Saviour's righteous cause. 
And fear to own his name. 
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2 Shall he who toiled and bled for me. 

And sorrow felt, and pain. 
Bid me defend his cross, and still 
Appeal to me in vain I 

3 Oh, no ! rU make )iis cause my own, 

'Mid earthly grief and loss,' 
Confess his loved, his honoured name. 
And glory in the cross ! 

4 Though the rude scomer should essay 

My steady soul to move, 
I'll boldly sing my Saviour's praise. 
And tell of all his love. 

5 Then in the great decisive hour. 

Before his Father's throne. 

Arrayed in glory he will there 

His faithful follower own 1 

1 95 . L. M. Mrs. Bachb. 

** Greater love hath no man than this" 

1 * ^EE how he loved I ' exclaimed the Jews, 

As tender tears from Jesus fell ; 
My grateful heart the thought pursues. 
And on the theme delights to dwell. 

2 See how he loved, who travelled on, 
Teaching the doctrine from the skies ; 
Who bade disease and pain be gone, 
And caUed the sleeping dead to rise. 

3 See how he loved, who firm yet mild. 
Patient endured th^ scoffing tongue ; 
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Though oft provoked, he ne'er reviled, - 
Or did his greatest foe a wrong. 

4 See how he loved, who never shrank 
From toil or danger, pain or death ; 
Who all the cup of soirow drank. 
And meekly yielded up his breath. 

5 And shall such love not meet return ? 
Not prompt the conduct, move the breast 
Shall not our grateful bosoms bum. 

To prove our love by every test ? 

6 Yes ; our great Master will we love,. 
Who every generous feeling knew ; 
His faithful followers ever prove, 
And keep his pattern still in view. 

1 96. L. M. MiBB E. Taylor. 

Lorn to Chritt, 

1 IF love, the noblest, purest, best. 

If truth, all other truth above. 
Will claim returns from every breast. 
Oh, surely Jesus claims our love I 

2 There's not a hope with comfort fraught. 
Triumphant over death and time. 

But Jesus mingles in that thought. 
Forerunner of our course sublime. 

3 We see him in the daily round 
Of social duty, mild and meek ; 

With him we tread the hallowed ground, 
Communion with our God to seek. 

31 
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4 We see his pitying gentle eye. 
When lonely want appeals for aid ; 
We hear him in the frequent sigh, 

That mourns the waste that sin has made. 

5 We meet him at the lowly tomb. 
And weep where Jesus wept before ; 
And there above the gravels dark gloom, 
We see him rise — and Wieep no more. 

6 Then ask me not to Uve, and be 
A stranger to that generous flame 
Which warms, and to eternity 
Must warm my soul at Jesus' name. 

19/ . L.M. ExETEB New Collection. 

Jhehvetf Chrkt, 

1 /^HRIST loved mankind, — their welfare 

sought 
In all he did, in all he taught ; 
His whole concern, his life's employ. 
Their present peace, their future joy. 

2 What love, what kindness fpom his toogue. 
Invite the willing soul to come 

To hear his truths and learn tLe way. 
Which leads through death to endless day I 

3 And shall wie fsdl to love his name 
Who thus to teach and save us came. 
Who showed his Father's love to man 
And died to seal the gracious plan ? 
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4 While life shall lastj O let us prove 
Our grateful reverence and our love I 
'Till every thought, through every day. 
Attest we feel lus righteous sway I 

198. CM. H.H.M. 

The Lord* 9- Supper, 

1 T^^ ^ unholy passion stilled. 

Each angry thought suppressed, 
And every wish that breathes not peace, 
Be banished from our breast. 

2 For we are met to think of Him 

Who lived and died to save ; 
His life — the isacred guide to bliss. 
The glorious pledge — his grave. 

3 His was the meek and gentle heart 

That pardoned every foe ; 
His was the spirit that could joy" 
To share another's woe. 

4 Oh, may we keep each lineament 

Engraven on our heart, 
And from his treasured image leara 
To choose the belter part. 

199. L.M. W.Gaskbll. 

The Communion, 

V IVTQT in this simple rite alone. 

May Calvary's cross to us be shown ; 

3i2 
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But may we turn in many an hour. 
To feel its soul-constraining power. 

2 When conscience calls us to the field. 
While selfish pleasure bids us yield. 
Then to the ^tviour may we look. 
And feel the strength of its rebuke. 

3 When men have done us cruel wrong. 
And angry thoughts are rising strong, 
May we with softened hearts turn there. 
And learn the Lord's forgiving prayer. 

4 When sin looks tempting in our eyes. 
May Jesus on the cross arise. 

And ask, if we will him forsake. 
And wear the chains he died to break. 

5 When bowed with woe, or faint with fear. 
When friends forsake, when life grows drear. 
To him on Calvary looking still, 

Strength may we find to bear God's will I 

200. C. M. Miss E. Taylob. 

The Lord's Stqtptr, 

1 « Q NOT for these alone I pray!* 

The djring Saviour said ; 
Though on bis breast that moment lay 
The loved disciple's head. 

2 Though to his eye that moment sprung 

The kind, the pitying tear 
For those that eager round him hung. 
His words of love to hear. 
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3 No> not for tbem alone he prayed, — 

For all of mortal race» 
Whene'er their fervent prayer is made. 
Where'er their dwelling-place. 

4 Sweet is the thought, when here we meet, 

His feast of love to share ; 
And 'mid the toils of life, how sweet 
The memory of his 'prayer. 

5 ' O ne'er in souls that seek his face 
Let harsher paasions reigD, 
To tell the unbelieving race 
The Saviour prayed in vain. 

201. CM. Noel. 

** J%i3 do in rememhranee of me,** 

1 TF human kindness meets return. 

And owns the grateful tie ; 
K tender thoughts within us bum. 
To feel a friend is nigh ; 

2 1 shall not warmer accents tell 

The gratitude we owe 
To him who died, our fears to quell, 
And save from sin and woe ? 

3 While yet his anguished soul surveyed 

Those pangs he would not flee ^ 
What love his latest words displayed, 
* Meet, and remember me 1' 

4 ^ Bemember Him !' his death, his shame. 

Who all Qur griefs could share I 

3l3 
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• 1 memory, leave no earthly name^ 
But his recorded there I 

202. C.M. New YoEK Selection. 

7%e Commvnwn, 

1 r\ GOD I accept the sacred hour 

We now to thee have given ; 
And let this hallowed scene have power. 
To raise our souls to heaven. 

2 Still let us hold, till life departs 

The precepts of thy Son ; 
Nor let our thoughtless, thankless hearts 
Forget what he hath done. 

3 His true disciples may we live. 

From all corruption free ; 
And humbly learn like him to give 
Our powers, our wills to thee. 

203. L.M. W. Gaskell. 

Opening of a place of wonMp, 

1 f\ GOD ! without whose fostering aid 

In vain man's fairest schemes are laid. 
With grace our humble work surround. 
And make this truly hallowed ground. 

2 Here may thy children grateful raise 
Through distant years their song of praise. 
And meet a blessing from above. 

In holier trust, and purer love. 
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3 Here may the truths which Jesus gave 
Beam forth in all their power to save, 
And kindle up that radiant faith 
Which brightens Ufe, and shines on death. 

4 Here may the links which love has tied 
Be closer knit* .and sanctified; 

To each a deeper interest given, 

As links which may endure in heaven. 

5 Here may the thoughts of worldly care 
Lie hushed beneath the power of prayer; 
And troubling grief grow calm and still, 
Submisdye to thy perfect wilL 

6 Here in communion ftdl and sweet 
May rich and poor together meet> 
As brothers all, and equal heirs 

Of that bright world the LoBD prepares. 

204. L. M. J. B. Wbefobd. 

The ffothernuf of Christian frUnda, 

1 X^BOM different churches, Lobd, we come, 
^ And now as friends and brethren meet ; 
Within thy house we find our home. 

And here we dwell in union sweet. 

2 Thy love permits — thine eye surveys 
The gathering of these faithful bands, 
Who come to celebrate thy praise. 
And strengthen here each other's hands. 

3 Our hearts shall feel the holy flame 
Of Christian friendship while we sing 
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The triumphs of our Master^s Jiamo, 
The glories of our heayenly King. 

4 God of the faithful I now with power. 
Some portion of thy spirit give, — * 
And let the memory of this hour. 
Be sweet and precious whSe we Hire. 

^05 . C. M. J. E. Wreford. 

For a sodal religious meUiruf, 

1 TN union sweet, Lord, we draw. 

As brethren round thy throne; 
We share each others hcdy joy. 
And kindred feelings own. 

2 A common Father's children we, 

A common Saviour's friends; 
At the same altar, from our souls. 
United praise ascends. 

3 From various homes, we hope to find 

A cordial welcome here, 
, And Christian friends whom gkd we greet 
When thee we gather near. 

4 And still together may we meet 

In harmony and love ; 
Till with our nobler songs we fill 
Thy brighter courts above^ 

5 Oh I on this band of brethren look 

With heavenly favour down; 
And with thy richest blessing. Lord I 
Their piou^ labours crown. 
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20^. L. M. J. R. Wbeford. 

Ute parting of ChrUHan friends, 

^ T^RE yet we part. Oh I let ns raise 
Our songs in grateftil harmony. 
And sing, once more, great God, thy praise, 
Tracing each cherished joy to thee. 

2 For all our comforts, thee we bless, ^- 
Nor shall our thankful souls forget 
What peace and social happiness 
Have filled our bosoms since we met. 

3 Though from each other now we part. 
We never part, O God, from thee ; 
Thy presence cheers the lonely heart. 
And Keeps us in security. 

4 Oh I should we meet again no more> 
No more on earth sweet counsel take ; 
Yet, there's beyond the grave, a shore 
Where happy souls their dwelling make. 

5 There we again shall meet, and know 
No sad regret, no anxious fear. 

For unalloyed our bliss shall flow. 
Our union endless joys endear. 

207* L.M. J. R. Wbeford. 

For a marriage. 

I Q THOU who on thy children's bliss 
Dost ever graciously look down. 
Now with lliy heavenly benison. 
This happy union deign to crown... 
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2 While through the checqueced paths of Ufa 
With trust in thee thy servants go, 

May virtue's bright reward be theirs, 
And purest joy their cup o'erflow. 

3 May each to each a refa&^e prove 
Wene^er by pam or gr^ ^preat ; 
When life's wild waves shall o'er tbem pass. 
Still in each olber truly blest 

4 Together may they meekly tread 
The ways of piety and peace ; 
Be helpers of each other's joy 
Till all their earthly labours cease. 

5 And oh I when death divides their lot. 
And heart from heart is sadly riven, 
LoBD ! hear our humble-earnest prayer. 
Unite their deathless souls in heaven. 

^08. L.M. Chbibtiah Bbgistbr. 

1 T^O thee, who watched our infant years, 

To thee we consecrate our youth ; 
Confirm our heart's de^es, O Lord, 
Fountain of mercy, source of trutlu 

2 God of our lives — eternal Guide, 
Through every calling we pursue. 
May thy pure lamp within our breast^ 
Be ever burning, ever new. 

3 Inspire our hearts with holy zeal; 
Grant we may feel a Christian-pow^, 
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And huDoble, oontrite, bow to thee 
Each coming mom, each evening hour. 

4 Oh I touch our lips with holy fire. 

That we may breathe a Saviour's love; — 
That hope, when life ishaU reach its clc»e. 
May triumph in the wxnrld above. 

209. L.M. Miss J. Tatlor. 

fhr a Sunday school, 

1 /^JJEIEAT God I aiui wih thou condescend 

To be my father and my friend? 
I, a poor child, and thou so high. 
The LoBB of earth, and 'air, and sky. 

2 Art thou my Father? canst thou bear 
To hear my poor imperfect prayer: 
Or wilt thou listen to tiie praise 
That such a little one <»m raise ? 

3 Art thou my Father? let me be 
A meek obedient child to thee; 

And try, in word, and deed, and thought. 
To serve and please thee as I ought. 

4* Art thou my Father? I'll depend 
Upon the care of fluch a friend. 
And only wish to do and be 
Whatever seemeth good to ihee. 

5 Art thou my Father? then at last, 
When all my days on earth are past, 
Send down and take me in thy love. 
To be thv better child above 1 
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210. P.M. Anon. 

Children's hymn, 

1 T THINK when I read that sweet story of 

old. 
When Jesus was here among men, 
How he called little children as lambs to his 
fold, 
I should like to have been with him then. 
I wish that his hand had been placed on my 
head. 
That his arm had been thrown around me. 
And that I might have seen his kind look, 
when he said 
^' Let the little ones come unto me !" 

2 Yet if to the words of my Saviour I go. 

He wiU grant me a share in his love ; 
If daily I follow his precepts below, 

I shall see him and hear him above. 
In that beautiful world, he has gone to prepare 

For all who are cleansed and forgiven ; 
And many dear children are gathering there, 

" For of such is the kingdom of heaven." 

3 But thousands and thousands, who wander 

and fall. 
Never heard of that beautiful home : 
I should like them to know there is room for 
them all. 
And that Jesus invites them to come» 
I so long for the joy of that glorious time. 

The sweetest and brightest and best. 
When the dear little children of every clime> 
Shall crowd to his arms, and be blest. 
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211. L. M. MONTGOMEBT. 
For a wchoA annivenary, 

1 "PEOM year to year in love we meet ; 

FrOm year to year in peace we part ; 
The tongues of children uttering sweet 
The bo^m-joy of every heart. 

2 But time rolls on ; and, year by year. 
We change, grow up, or pass away: 
Not twice the same assembly here 
Have hailed the children's festal day. 

3 Death, ere another year, shall strike 
Some in our number, marked to fall: 
Be young and old prepared alike ; 
The warning id to each, to all. 

4 Our times, our lives, are in thy hands ; 
On thee for all things we rely ; 
Assured, while in thy grace we stand. 
To live is Christ, and gain to die. 

6 Meanwhile our failing ranks renew. 
Send children, teachers, in our place. 
More humble, docile, faithful, true. 
More like thy Son, from race to race. 

212. L. M. Bishop Kenn. 

Evening hymn^ 

1 (?« LOEY to thee, my God I this night, 
For all the blessings of the light ! 
Keep me, O keep me. King of kings I 
Under thine own almighty wings. 

3 K 
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2 Forgive me, Lord 1 through thy dear Son, 
The ill that I this day have done ; 

That with the world, myself, and thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

3 let my sonl on thee repose. 

And with sweet sleep my eyelids close ; 
Sleep that may me more vigorous make 
To serve my Grod when I awake. 

4 Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed; 
Teach me to die, that so I may 
With joy behold the judgment-day. 

213. L, M. COLLYEB. 
The departure of day, 

1 A NOTHEE fleeting day is gone. 

Swept from the records of the year ; 
And still, with each successive sun. 
Life's fading visions disappear. 

2 Another fleeting day is gone 
To join the fugitives before ; 
And I, when life's employ is done. 
Shall sleep, to wake in time no more. 

3 Another fleeting day is gone ; 
But soon a fairer day shall rise, 
A day whose never-setting sun 

Shall pour his light o'er cloudless skies. 

1 Another fleeting day is gone ; 
In solemn silence rest, my soul I 



1 
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Bow down before his awful throne 
Who bids the mom and evening rolL 

2 1 4 • L. M. MONTGOMEBY. 

lyflLLIONS within thy courts have been ; 
Millions this day have bent the knee : 
But thou^ soul-searching God I hast seen 
The hearts of all that worshiped thee. 

2 And every ^ayer and every sigh 

Sent up to Heaven hath reached thy throne; 
To those in trouble thou wert nigh^ 
Thou hast not bid us mourn alone. 

3 Thy poor were bountifully fed ; 

Thy chastened sons have kissed the rod ; 
Thy mourners have been comforted ; 
The pure in heart have seen their God. 

4 Yet one prayer more ; — and be it one, 
In which both heaven and earth accord : 
Fulfil thv promise to thy Son ; — 

Let all that breathe call Jesus Lord I 

215. L.M. H.K White, 

Close of the service, 

1 /^OME, Christians ! brethren ! ere we part. 
Join every voice and every heart ; 
One solemn hymn to God we raise. 
One final song of grateful praise* 

3 k2 
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2 Christians t we here may meet no more> 
But there is yet a happier shore ; 
And there, released from toil and pain^ 
Soon, brethren I we may meet again. 

216. P.M. TOPLADT. 
Chae of the service. 

1 T ORD I dismiss us with thy blessing ; 

Fill our hearts with joy and peace ; 
Let us each, thy love possessing. 
Triumph in redeeming grace. 

2 Thanks we ^ve and adoration 

For thy gospel's joyful sound : 
M^ the fruits of thy salvation 
Li our hearts and lives abound. 
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Praise Uf God, continual, 96. 
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trouble, 172, 174, 175. 

Unitg of God, 97, 125. Christian, 167, 168. 
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